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though smaller, was very nice and not hot. Again
his leg troubled him, and an informative footnote
explained, like a bulletin, how he had fallen through
a manhole by the turret on the Thunderer, when she
inspected the ship, and when the knee was getting
better he jumped off the box and hurt it again. His
mother died, but only a fortnight afterwards he
waited on the Queen at a large dinner-party, and
again a footnote states that " his sense of duty ever
went before every feeling of self.35 When the Prince
of Wales (who detested him) was starting on his
Indian tour, Brown shook him by the hand and
said, " God Bless Your Royal Highness, and bring
you safe back."1 Nothing can exceed the triviality
of such incidents in this book of exclusively trivial
events.

The very fact that he was not in the least afraid of
the Queen pleased her, for formidable people in-
variably dislike the timidity which they inspire in
others. She appreciated in him the independence of
the Highland character which the Prince Consort
had so much admired, and she allowed him to treat
her with a brusqueness which she would not have
permitted from anybody else. He told her to put on
her cloak or to sit on a rug, or to make up her mind
which way she wanted to drive. At Glassault Shiel
she asked for a table at which to sketch : one was too
low, another too high, and it looked as if she would
never make her sketch at all till Brown told her she
must make shift with one of them for they couldn't
carpenter a new table for her now. He knew he

1 More Leaves from a Journal of a Life in the Highlands, passim.